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my three thousand feet climb up and down and so
was looking forward to having an enjoyable drive
on the coach.    Conceive of my surprise when on
inquiring at the inn I was coolly told that the last
coach had left an hour ago and that the only way
to get back to Bowness that night was to go on foot
there. That meant another fourteen miles to do and
another fifteen hundred feet of climb up Kirkstone
Pass.   But what was worse I had to do them by
myself, as my companion was going on to Keswick
that night.   However, there was no way round the
difficulty but only over it.   So bidding good-bye to
my friend, off I started on my solitary tramp and
before long reached the foot of the Pass.  Wearily I
began the ascent and the awful desolation of the
Pass would have before long told on me were it not
for a swiftly flowing mountain stream which kept
me company half-way up and seemed to carry me on
the wings of its melodious chant as it hurried spark-
ling down its rocky, tortuous course. But once away
from  its  mysterious  influence  the magic wijigs
seemed to be clipped from under my feet and I
became as weary-footed as before. Happily, the inn
on the top came opportunely to my succour and
quite set me up with a glass of milk and some cake
it had to offer me. Though it was very nearly eight
as I came out of the inn, it was still light up there,
and the sky and the mountain-peaks were all aglow
with the fiery red of the sun that had just then set.
I took the Troutbeck Round though I could have
saved a mile or two by going direct. But the fame
of the Round had reached my ear even in my dis-